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to do 1" Cf 0 Allah t" exclaims, it is true, at the same
time, an overworked slave, "would that I had nothing
to do!" We assume too much that all work must
needs be overwork, and much that is in our popular
education makes it so. Between extremes, work is to
a healthy and clever mind an instinctive desire. It Is
only when it is compulsory that we dislike it. The
reader may have heard of the men who found it very
hard to dig potatoes all day, but who did not mind
playing at digging a cellar by moonlight. It has been
observed by some philosopher that a boy can draw two
hundred pounds' weight of other boys farther and faster
than he can fifty pounds of coal. The merely sporting
man who is simply a case of suspended intellect, or
a grown-up boy, will play at coachman every day for
months, when to be brought down to the road in earnest
would crush him. Now work would lose its most
repulsive features if we were not really urged by all
authority, especially the social, to regard it as a curse
Snd as vulgar. And it may be cheerfully conceded
that while work was merely mechanical or brainless,
and possibly performed, as in Aryan India, solely by
subordinate races, caste must have arisen. Science and
art are little by little identifying all labour with
culture, thereby robbing it of the repulsiveness which
it was the chief aim of that arch-snob and Philistine
Satan to bring about. When this is clearly understood
it will also be admitted that education may also be as
attractive as it was once terrible. What is common to
the reform of both abuses is to teach men and children
to take an interest in what they do. He who takes a
real interest in his work is never weary; the boy who
loves his book is always at play.